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"What Do You
Mean by
This Service?"
By WALTER F. SPECHT
"What do you mean by this service?" (Ex. 12:26,
R.S.V.)* is a question that Hebrew parents were to
anticipate from their children after their settlement in
Palestine—the land of promise. It is a question the
new generation who had not experienced the Exodus
would ask. And Moses instructed the fathers and mothers of Israel to be ready with an answer. The particular
service in question was the Passover, the greatest of all
Hebrew festivals. They were to explain that it commemorated God's redemptive act in delivering Israel
from Egyptian slavery and taking them to Himself as
His special people. That, in brief, was what the Passover service meant. But for the Christian it also typifies
a greater deliverance from the bondage of sin wrought
by Christ, "our paschal Lamb" who "has been sacrificed" (1 Cor. 5:7).
Hundreds of years after Moses, as our Lord ate the
last Passover with His disciples on the night of His
betrayal, He instituted for them another service to take
its place. As one of the closing acts of Jesus' earthly life,
He instituted this service, called the Lord's Supper,
which was to be observed by Christians in all lands
until His glorious return. Again, it is appropriate to
ask, "What do you mean by this service?"
Like the Passover, this is a service of commemoraWalter F. Specht is chairman of the department of
New Testament, Andrews University.
Unless otherwise specified Bible texts are from the Revised Standard Version.

tion—a commemoration of great redemptive acts—of deliverance from
the slavery of sin and from bondage
to eternal death. It is a redemption
wrought by the stainless life, the
sacrificial death, and the triumphant
resurrection of our Lord Jesus Christ.
We celebrate this service as a means
of keeping His great work for us fresh
in our minds. "Do this," He said, "in
remembrance of me."
Bound up with this commemoration is also a service of thanksgiving.
In hymn and prayer we give expression to our heartfelt gratitude to
Christ for what He has done and is
doing for us.
This is also a service of fellowship—fellowship with Christ and
fellowship with one another. Our
joint participation in the bread and
the wine symbolizes our union with
Christ and our union with one another.
It is, furthermore, a service of
dedication. It is a pledge or vow of
loyalty and allegiance to our Lord
and Master.
Finally, it is a service of anticipation. It is a type of the meal we
shall have with our Lord in the
kingdom of God. It is not merely
historical, but prophetic. It speaks
not only of past sacrifice but of future glory. What more significant
service could we have?
The Ceremony of Foot Washing
In addition to these matters on
which most Christian bodies are
agreed, there is something quite distinctive about a Seventh-day Adventist communion service. I refer
to the ceremony of foot washing,
which comparatively few other
Christians observe. After consider-

able discussion and careful study,
the early Adventists became convinced that Jesus had instituted foot
washing as an integral part of the
communion service, and they determined to observe this practice.
Their conclusions were based
chiefly on the example and teaching of our Lord as recorded in the
thirteenth chapter of the Gospel of
John. The chapter opens with these
majestic words: "Now before the
feast of the Passover, when Jesus
knew that his hour had come to depart out of this world to the Father,
having loved his own who were in
the world, he loved them to the end.
And during supper, when the devil
had already put it into the heart of
Judas Iscariot, Simon's son, to betray him, Jesus, knowing that the
Father had given all things into his
hands, and that he had come from
God and was going to God, rose
from supper, laid aside his garments, and girded himself with a
towel. Then he poured water into a
basin, and began to wash his disciples' feet, and to wipe them with
the towel with which he was girded"
(John 13:1-5). The wording is such
as to impress us with the fact that in
this act Jesus went the complete
length in humble service. It was a
crowning display of His love for His
disciples.
Jesus knew that the hour was at
hand for His death on the cross and
for His exaltation in glory. He was
fully conscious of His divine origin,
power, and destiny. He knew that
He had come from God and would
soon return to God. With this consciousness of His divine dignity and
Messianic destiny, He arose from
the table and performed this act of
loving service for His disciples. He
gave them a perfect love token, an
expression of ultimate self-giving.
The Gospel of John declares, "He
loved them to the end." This means
not only that He loved them to the
very last but also that He loved
them to the uttermost, utterly and
completely. The New English Bible
emphasizes this thought with its
rendering of the second half of verse
I as: "He had always loved his own
who were in the world, and now he
was to show the full extent of his
love."
When Jesus came to the impulsive, never-tongue-tied Peter, the
apostle felt too humiliated to have
Jesus perform this service for him.

He drew his feet back with the
words, "You will never wash my
feet."
Jesus replied, "All right, Peter,
no cleansing, no fellowship."
"Well, if that is what it involves,"
Peter said, "wash not only my feet
but also my hands and my head."
Jesus then gave this significant
explanation: "He who has bathed
does not need to wash except for his
feet, but he is clean all over" (John
13:10). Before going to the Last
Supper the disciples had bathed,
but on the dusty way to the supper
their sandaled feet had become
dusty and again needed to be
washed. So Peter and the disciples
had been washed in the great fountain opened for sin and uncleanness. As a symbol of that fact they
had been baptized. But temptation
had led them into evil, and they still
needed Christ's cleansing grace.
Meaning of the Service
After washing the feet of His disciples Jesus returned to His place
at the Passover table, and then
asked the twelve, "Do you understand the meaning of my act?"
(N.E.B.). He explained, "You call
me Teacher and Lord; and you are
right, for so I am." A Jewish pupil
never addressed his master by name
but as "My Teacher and my Lord."
So also in the case of Jesus. A Jewish pupil could be expected to wash
his master's feet, but it is something
else for a master to wash his pupil's
feet.
So Jesus continued: "If I then,
your Lord and Teacher, have
washed your feet, you also ought to
wash one another's feet." Seventhday Adventists believe that Jesus is

here not merely enjoining the practice of hospitality but that He was
instituting a religious service. By
the act of our Lord this expression
of loving service was made a consecrated ordinance. It was to be observed by the disciples to help them
to keep in mind this lesson of humility and service. Jesus said, "You
ought to do it." Ought is a strong
word. One version translates it, "It
is your duty." Another says, "You
are bound" to do it. It is not "you
must," but "you ought." Certainly
the devoted follower of our Lord
will want to do what his Master says
he ought to do.
An Example

"For," Jesus continued, "I have
given you an example, that you
should also do as I have done to
you" (verse 15). He has set us a
pattern, a model, a definite prototype. Just as His followers have experienced the love of Jesus, they
should show this same love to others, "Truly, truly, I say to you, a
servant is not greater than his master; nor is he who is sent greater
than he who sent him. If you know
these things, blessed are you if you
do them" (verses 16, 17).
This then is the reason this
church practices the ceremony of
foot washing. Again it is appropriate to ask the question, "What do
you mean by this service?" The answer is already apparent in the
verses we have read, and becomes
more so as we note the background
of the disciples' thoughts and feelings as they came to the Last Supper. From the account in Luke 22:
24 we note that there was a dispute
going on among the twelve as to
which one of them would be the
greatest in Jesus' kingdom. Only a
short time before this the mother of
James and John had come to Jesus
and requested, "Command that
these two sons of mine may sit, one
at your right hand and one at your
left, in liour kingdom" (Matt. 20:
21). How did the other ten disciples feel about that? Each one of
them also longed for the highest
place. And so as they came to the
Last Supper they came with sore
feelings, ruffled tempers, like sulking schoolboys. They were filled
with jealousy, resentful feelings,
contention, pride, and self-seeking.
There was much that Jesus wanted
to tell them, but their mental and
spiritual state was such that He
could not. How could He get them
to see how evil were their thoughts
and feelings toward one another?
Acting the part of the slave was the
perfect answer.
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The ordinance of foot washing,
then, is first of all a rebuke to selfishness, pride, bitterness, misunderstanding, strife, and evil feelings
toward fellow Christians.
It teaches that real greatness does
not consist in position, but in true
humility and loving service. As
Jesus put it, "Whoever would be
great among you must be your servant, and whoever would be first
among you must be slave of all. For
the Son of man also came not to be
served but to serve, and to give his
life as a ransom for many" (Mark
10:43-45). The lesson then is, By
love serve one another.
This service is also a type of a
higher cleansing. Like Peter and the
disciples, we have been cleansed by
the blood of Christ, yet often
through contact with evil the purity
of our hearts has been soiled. We
need to come to Him again and
again for His cleansing grace to remove the defilement.
By washing the feet of His disci-

ples Jesus demonstrated that He
would do any service no matter how
menial if He could but save them
for His kingdom. By following His
example we dedicate our lives also
to unselfish ministry. We pledge to
do any service no matter how humble if only we may see our brother
in the kingdom. While the disciples
were still around the table Jesus said
to them: "A new commandment I
give unto you, That you love one
another; as I have loved you, that
you also love one another" (John
13:34, K.J.V.).
A Re-enactment

In a picturesque valley in the
northern Bavarian Alps of southern
Germany lies the little village of
Oberammergau. As the result of being spared during the Black Plague
of 1633, the grateful villagers vowed
to perform a re-enactment of the
great redemptive acts of Jesus.
Thousands of people are attracted
each decade to see the famous Pas-

FOR THE YOUNGER SET

Weeds and a Dollar
By ENID SPARKS
I WISH I could earn some money for
Jesus, Betty thought as she followed her
father along the path to the cornfield.
Soon she and Daddy were in the field,
and Daddy began cutting down the
bushy cockleburs. Betty wished she
could help Daddy, but she knew she
was too small to cut the weeds.
After a while Daddy stopped chopping and began throwing the weeds in
a big pile.
Betty watched with wide eyes. Then
she asked, "Why do you pile the weeds?"
"So I can gather them later and take
them off the field," Daddy answered.
"Some of the seed pods are big enough
for the seed to ripen and grow. If I
don't take them away I'll soon have
another crop of weeds to cut down."
"I can pile the weeds," Betty said.
"I'm big enough for that."
"Maybe you can," Daddy agreed.
"I'll give you a penny for every ten
weeds."
How happy Betty was! She worked
hard stacking the weeds. Then one
morning Daddy told her that she had
earned a whole dollar.
"And I'm going to give you a silver
one instead of an ordinary paper one,"
he smiled.
Betty clapped her hands. She had
earned a whole dollar for Jesus.
"Mommy," she called, "may I take my
dollar and show it to Janie?"
Mother shook her head. "No, Betty,
you must put it away in a safe place. If
you carry it around you may lose it.
That would make everyone sad."

Betty sighed. She started for her room
to put her money in her toy bank. But
she never got there. Instead, she slipped
out the side door and ran across the
road to Janie's house.
In a little while she was home again,
but she didn't have her dollar. Just before she had reached Janie's yard, she
had fallen. The dollar had rolled out
of her hand. She and Janie had
and
searched,
but they
searched
couldn't find it.
Betty was sitting sadly on the couch
when Daddy came into the room. He
had seen what had happened. As he
sat down beside her, he slipped another
dollar into her hand.
Betty blinked away her tears and
looked up at Daddy. "Why are you giving me another dollar?" she gulped. "I
disobeyed Mother."
"Because I love you," comforted
Daddy. "And because Jesus loves you.
There is a verse in the Bible that says,
'Like as a father pitieth his children, so
the Lord pitieth them that fear Him.'
I'm sorry you lost your dollar. You
should have obeyed Mother and put it
away. But because I love you, I'm going
to give you another chance."
"Oh, Daddy," Betty promised
through her tears, "I'll take care of this
dollar so I can give it to Jesus. I'll
mind Mother from now on, too, and
I'll help you pile more weeds in the
field."
Daddy gave Betty a big hug, for he
knew that she had learned a valuable
lesson.
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sion Play. For many years Anton
Lang played the part of Christus in
this play. A reporter is said to have
asked him once what impressed him
most in portraying the Christ. This
was his answer: "I have no way of

telling you how I come to love those
men as I wash their feet."
Many in Adventist churches
could testify to the spiritual changes
that have taken place in their hearts
as they have followed Jesus' exam-

pie of loving service. "By this shall
all men know that ye are my disciples, if ye have love one to another"
(John 13:35, K.J.V.). "If ye know
these things, happy are ye if ye do
++
them" (verse 17).

You're YOUNG
By Miriam Wood

Few subjects are
more controversial in
Seventh-day Adventist circles than the
condition of "our schools." Without
launching into a discussion on the
positives and negatives of this topic—
a project that would require approximately the wordage of War and Peace
—I want to give you what is unashamedly a superficial, non-in-depth
report of a weekend I spent recently at
Andrews University and how I reacted
to the experience. I won't even apologize for the obvious fact that what I'm
going to say will contribute no lasting
Henry-Kissinger-type depth study. I'm
adopting the role of a Seventh-day Adventist mature layman who watched the
young parade going by. Here it is.
First of all, it was cold, and I'm not
speaking figuratively. I had never visited
Andrews at any time other than summer and spring; I'd heard about "those
winters" from residents who seemed
alternatively (a) pleased at their own
fortitude and endurance and (b) baffled
at their choosing to reside in, from their
fervent descriptions, what could only
be an adjunct of the North Pole. I
didn't take all this too seriously. Believe me, that changed rapidly and forever when I drove (skidded) onto a
campus with the thermometer register.
ing 22 degrees below zero, with blinding gusts of snow reducing visibility to
zilch, and with business proceeding absolutely as usual.
Easing into a parking space (a partial snowbank that seemed not to contain another car) I watched, fascinated,
as the bundled, booted, scarved, earmuffed student body and faculty raced
from building to building during a
class break. They were laughing and obviously enjoying themselves, their faces
all shades of red, magenta, and whathave-you as a result of the stinging
wind. When our young hostess appeared, I could only gasp, "Is this terrible weather unusual?" to which she
chuckled, "Not at all! It's quite usual,
as a matter of fact," and proceeded
briskly to clean off the white mound
that turned out to be her car, several
layers down, even before we could
struggle out of our own car and offer
at least token help.
REFLECTIONS
ON A
WEEKEND
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After a headlong plunge into the
house, and a half-hour huddle over a
hot-air register, I felt sufficiently
thawed out to remove my coat. During
all this time, preparations for Sabbath
were proceeding rapidly, for it was Friday afternoon. Food had to be cooked,
clothes had to be checked—small fry
were in a constant state of being booted
and jacketed and earmuffed or debooted and dejacketed and de-earmuffed, each of these sorties accompanied, from the opened door, by blasts
of the steadily colder air. Huddled and
shivering, I was comforted by the huge
orange cat Garfinckel; he and I understood each other; he shared my discomfiture as he sat on my feet!
"If this keeps up, how will anyone
get out to church tomorrow?" I inquired
feebly, coming as I do from an area
where one snowflake is sufficient to send
the entire city into a state of nervous
panic.
My question, asked with complete
seriousness, produced considerable
amusement. "Why, we simply ignore
the weather—nobody pays the slightest
attention. Granted, it does take a little
longer to move around, merely because
you have to put on so many layers of
clothes, but no one will miss services as
a result. You'll see!" And I did.
I saw entire families on time for Sabbath school, hundreds of students slogging through the blizzard the next
morning (for some reason, the radio
weather news kept referring to the situation as "snow showers") properly layered and bundled. Then I witnessed
what, to me, was a fascinating spectacle
—the unbundling in the church basement, the hanging up of thousands of
coats, the pulling off of hundreds of
boots, the unwinding of more hundreds
of scarves, the tidying up of hair,
blowing of noses—and all this in an
atmosphere of quiet reverence. I whispered to my hostess, "I suppose this
scene is being repeated in every campus
building where Sabbath schools are being held?"
"Oh, certainly," she smiled. "And
after Sabbath school and church the regrouping is equally complicated, if not
more so!"
As I took my place in the Sabbath

school (I attended one of the student
sections) I was fortunate to find a seat
—it was almost SRO. And I wrestled
with the very guilty and unworthy
thought that if I'd been in my own setting, I very much doubted that I'd have
been there at all. I'd have found a perfectly valid reason why it "made better
sense" to stay inside.
But the students were literally burning with enthusiasm in the class discussions that followed—yes, they were in a
building where it was actually possible
to divide into classes and really study
the lesson carefully, with everyone contributing—and before that we'd had a
wonderful mission report from a Seminary student, a national of the country
he was describing.
Braving my way back to the main auditorium, I noticed (between the snowflakes on my glasses) that worshipers
were converging on the church from all
directions. But there'd already been an
early service, before Sabbath school,
which, someone told me, had filled the
church. Could we expect such a large
crowd the second time around? Well,
that's how it turned out. I was grateful
that I found a seat among the overflowing, reverent crowd.
All sorts of activities were scheduled
for the afternoon and evening, the former of a religious, missionary nature,
and the latter cultural. Though I didn't
attend any of them, I made it my business to ascertain whether the attendance
had been good. It had—at all of them.
Everything had been a success.
The next morning (Sunday) the college bookstore was full of students buying supplies, their strong motivation
and ambitions quite obvious. (The snow
and ice were still with us; the thermometer had dropped to an almost alltime low, but it never was the subject
of conversation in any group I overheard.)
Then it was time to leave. As I said
in the beginning, this was a superficial,
very-much-from-the-outside kind of observation. Nonetheless, I found it tremendously reassuring—the atmosphere,
the kinds of things that were being
said, the whole picture of a group of
Christian people working together with
common goals and ideals.
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